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SCENE 6

PADUMA is hurled  on to  the stage, and lies prostrate.   Enter

CROCODILE to one corner away from PADUMA.

CROCODILE. At the foot of mountains, among a thousand streamlets,
I have my hillock-palace. I am an animal of valour, and I overcome
all opposition by that great and deadly weapon, my tail. I am the
king of the river-forest, I am the king of crocodiles. I roam the
forest and destroy all creatures that I can find. I jump swiftly and
they die. Ah, my luck was in yesterday. I caught and caught, and I
ate and ate, until my royal stomach was stretched and made large.
But, ho, ho, I cannot find any animal, or fish, or insect, and I am
afraid my stomach must be satisfied with being empty today. Still,
I am a male, and must not lose heart. That big hill over there looks
tempting, and I will journey swiftly there. Before the sun has risen,
before the heat makes me tired, I must use my legs at top speed, and
hasten towards that mist-browned hill, trusting to luck. Thus shall
I make my royal tour for the day. The great glory of this mighty
king shall make even the mother earth open herself, so that the royal
stomach shall be filled. My lord of the orchestra, show me, please,
the way.

[The orchestra plays, and when it stops, he has arrived at the
hill-slope where PADUMA is lying.]

CROCODILE. I have arrived at the hill, and I will look up the slope.
Aha, among the rocky stones and rocky walls, I espy a fig-tree. Ha,
ha, it is almost touching the water, as it is weighted down by figs,
and poor, starved, Mister Crocodile will feast to his heart's content.
Oh, ho, ho, that branch on my right is exceptionally tempting, the
fat figs showing among branching leaves. I must eat and burst my
poor stomach.

[PADUMA moans faintly.]

Who is that moaning so miserably on the tree-fork ? Who is that
picture of woe and misery? Are you spirit, or god, or man? How
did you get there? This is not the abode of human beings. This
wilderness, this doubly-forested hill that seems to touch the sky, this
hill-slope leads not to the human-country. Did you lose your
direction, or have I lost my correct vision? Tell me the truth, my
master.

PADUMA.   My friend Crocodile that lives fortified and entrenched